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The Advantage of a Small Room 


The venue for the night wasn't a typical bar or club. Just a little ways up a side-street that was once built 
with houses on both sides of the road, it no longer held the markings of a safe and beautiful place to raise a 
family. Stripped of wallpaper and carpet, and several walls knocked down to make rooms larger, it was 

redesigned from the inside out to become the next big thing to feature the up and coming. The doors opened 
for musicians, artists, writers - anyone who would grace the grounds with their inspired minds and creative 


fingers. 


The owners failed in that conquest. What they got instead was the likes of them. The people who were striving 
to become up and coming but settled on down and going, ideally to the store two streets away to get bottles 
on the sly. If that wasn't their interest they would find other substances of value from patrons or sellers on 
the street. That was the best place to be unless it was show time. The main floor was wide open, allowing the 
music to reach effortlessly to the bar at the far corner from the stage. Behind the bar it was spacious 
enough but once the club was at full capacity it was guaranteed that you couldn't move more than one's 


drinking arm. 


The second and third floor were a bit more spacious. 


Third floor was exclusively for the club owners. The office was big enough to fit two large desks and even 
bigger egos. The other rooms were also spacious though what they were used for was kept hush-hush. The 
bands and employees shared the second floor. The largest room was the staff break room. All that remained 
was a two piece washroom, used by staff and musicians, a smaller room for the band to lounge in and an even 
smaller room labelled as dressing room. Not that anyone would want to dress in it. It was hard enough to 
squeeze five under-nourished, strung-out men in the room all at once without lighting a fire under their feet. 


One man couldn't turn around without banging into the wall, vanity or door. 


Joe stared into the mirror before him, registering Tom's leg pressed against his arm but refusing to look down 
to it. Not that he didn't like the feel of it, warm and perhaps a little too skinny rather than the subtle curves 


that he was more accustomed to, but it wasn't something he was going to admit out loud. 


"So what exactly are we doing in here?" Tom hadn't argued when he pulled him into the room. At first they 
made an effort to ensure that they looked presentable, or at least unpresentable as was their style. Taking 
turns it didn't take long until they settled in as comfortably they could get, Tom sitting on the vanity, back to 
the mirror, Joe standing as he had been when deciding that he was ready. 


"Steven was getting on my nerves." Sometimes Steven getting on his nerves was a good thing, the provocation 
between them often provided a good working environment but this time that wasn't the case. Steven's 
obsession for detail had started as soon as they were setting up the stage. It didn't take long for his criticising 
of the equipment to turn towards Joe himself. 


Nodding in memory of the earlier scene Tom glanced his way, not that his gaze had been on anything 
important in the first place. The walls were scrawled in black marker, the marks of many musicians before, 
but all written under the influence of intoxication. He couldn't read any of it, they looked like psychiatrist's 
paintings instead. The questionable sanity, they all had it. "It might have been a better idea to lock him in here 


to cool down on his own," Tom offered. 


"He'd have hollered until Joey let him out." Scowling at his reflection he straightened up, shaking his head, dark 


hair not helping to cover his bitterness. "At least in here | can get some privacy away from him. 


"Hey! | need to get in there!" The hollering came from outside the room, along with the banging of a fist on the 
thin door. 


"We're making ourselves look pretty!" Tom countered, flouncing his hair up, not that Steven could see it 
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through the wall. 
"You've already been in there for ten minutes," Steven argued. 
"Figures that he's timing me," Joe mumbled. 


"You know how troublesome Joe's hair is, he needed my help." Once again, acting out gestures unseen, Tom 


reached out for Joe, pretending to fuss over him. He'd been about to roll his eyes but gave a small smirk to 


his friend. 


Footsteps retreated, much to his relief, yet it gave him more reason to get frustrated. "Look at that. Not that 
we aren't using the room, but he's more concerned about how he looks, his presentation. | want to sound good, 
just as much as he does, but he thinks I'm out to get him, either on the stage or in here." 


"Hey, you said it yourself. He'll probably run into Joey and he can talk him down, or at least distract him for a 
while. Soon enough we'll be onstage and afterwards you can take off to wherever you want to," Tom reassured 
him, using his near hand to press it to his shoulder, kneading. A friendly touch from him but Joe enjoyed the 

heavy touch for different reasons, subduing his tense muscles and mind and also lighting a slow burn in the pit 


of his stomach. "You want to see if we can grab a drink before the show?" 


Leaving the room meant they might run into Steven but it also meant that they wouldn't have the forced 
closeness, the only advantage of the dressing room. "Not yet, | don't think I've heard Joey around yet." 


"Fair enough. We do need to plot our escape carefully." Stretching cautiously, his perch dangerous for the slant 
in the ceiling, the room built under the staircase, Tom stood up, careful to not stand up fully as he tried to 
edge around Joe. He was tempted to let Tom bump into him, and he did move his arm to let their arms come 
into contact, but Joe did move closer to the vanity. Bumping arms was safe, back pressing to chest was 
something else entirely. The little shiver that started down his spine was easy to ignore when he bit back a 
laugh, Tom pressing his ear to the door. "I don't hear Joey but on the other hand | don't think | hear anyone." 


"| guess we can give it a try." Opening the door, which thankfully pushed open, not causing any more struggles 
within the dressing room, Tom slipped outside, confident in his assessment. He stopped abruptly, bringing Joe 
walking into him. He had his hand on Tom's back this time, using him as support to lean forward and around 
him to find Brad. He didn't read into his curious look as it was quickly replaced by a nod of greeting. "You're not 
bringing news from Steven, are you?" 


‘Oh, no, just have a few questions for you, though it might take a while," Brad explained, 


Now there was another effective to keep Steven at bay for a while. If it was guitar talk then he wouldn't want 
to get involved at all. "Sure, not a problem." Moving away from Tom, clapping him on the back before drawing 
his hand away, Joe curled his fingers down, not tightly but feeling the warmth of the other man lingering in 
his palm. "Grab us drinks?" They already agreed on the drinks, it wouldn't be an effort to get a third. 


"Yeah." Joe walked with Brad, listening to the set-up to the scenario for Brad's questions, unaware of the short 
response, or the scowl that Tom directed to the back of Brad's head. 


